THE    TRAIL    BACK

now a mere matter of miles covered. Once the trail had meant
suffering, and the Post had meant a harbour of grace. All this
was now changed.

I do not mean to say that I did not enjoy being idle at Perry
River, when the Post Manager was Angus Gavin, he who knows
more about the Eskimo than any white man in the North. I
smoked innumerable cigarettes, grilled myself mountains of
toast, listened to stories and told my own with an ineffable sense
of having earned this ease and comfort. Yet, after a few days I
grew restless again. My peace was to be found on the trail, not
at the Post, and I was anxious to be off. The season was flying.
But I had neither sled nor dogs, and I had to sit still. I was the
prisoner of circumstance, and until someone came by to release
me I should have to stay where I was. It was forty-three days
before I was able to resume my journey out.
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